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THE SEVEN STAGES.

Only ¢ Laby,
Kissod and caressed,
Gently held to s wother's breast.

Oniy a child,
Toddling aluoe,
Brightening now its happy Lome

Qaly a boy,
Trudging to sehool,
Governed now by 4 storner mle.

Ouly a youth,
Living In drenmns;
Full of prowmuise life now seoms,

Ounly a man,
Battling with life,
Shared in now by a joving wife

Ouly a father,
Burdened with care,
Silver threads in dack-Lrown Lale.

Only a graybeand,

Toddling again,

Growing old and full of pain.
Oaly a mound,

Q'ergrown with grass;

Dreams unrealized—rest ot sk
—Boston Traveler,

IN AN INDIA TEA FIELD.

A Brooklynite Who Knows All
About the Fragrant Leaf.

China Has No Longer a Monopoly of Sap~
plying the Cup That Cheers and
Does Not Inebrinte — Brand
Straight and “Faced.™

“J¢ is surprising how little people
know about tea. The consumption of
this article in the ['nited States
amounts to thousands of chests annu-
ally, and yet nogone person in 8 thou-

sand knows any thing about the growth |

and subsequent preparation of the
fragrant leaf before it Is puton the
market, and T may add that very
know how to make tea when they have
the material as hand.”

This was what Mr. James Virtue, of |

465 Fifth avenue, said to a RBrooklyn
Eagle writer the other day. Mr. Virtue
{s a Scotchman by birth and for eight-
een years was a superintendent of tea
fields or comands, as they are called
in India. Most of this time he spent in
the Doaars and Dagelling provinces,
which are in the northeast portion of
India and about four hundred and fifty
miles from Caleutta. Being asked to
tell something of what he knew of tea
culture Mr. Virtue continued: *The
genéral idea is that all teas come from
China or Japan. Thisis an erroneous
supposition.
in India is by no means a new one, and
its steady success has comm anded for it
extended territory, and has been the
means of giving employment to
thousands of nativts who would other-
wise have been idle or next door to it
Tea gardens or plantations in India are
known in the trade ns ‘comands” with
only one m. In China and Japan these
‘comands’ are from one and a half to two
acres in extent, rarely more than four,
while in India they will include from a
thousand to fifteen hundred acres, and
this would be about the average, al-
though there are some much larger.
The Assam Tea Company. for instance,
has & ‘comand’ of 17,000 acres. Onitare
employed seventy Europeans—chiefly
English—as overseers apd 25,000 natives
who do the work. The company has its
own stores, supplies all groceries, cloth-
ing. liquors, ete., to 1is employes, has &
theater, and in fact the comand' Is
really a city within itself. The manu-
facturer of tea depends to a large extent
upon the honesty of the men engaged in
the business There ecan be elther a
straight’ or a ‘faced’ tea. By a ‘straight’
tea | mean a leaf straight from the
bush; Ly a ‘faced’ tea 1 mean tea that
has been cut and used and again bruised
and ‘faced’ with iron filings, indigo,
aloes and various other compounds. The
former manufacture is Indian, the lat-
ter Chinose. The tree planters of India
are generally honest, and pride them-
selves upon giving a straight article.
Indian tea, especially Assams, are
grown in a very forcing climate marked
by great warmih and humidity. The
soil is loamy and stony. The climate
js detrimental to Europeans, being
muggy and full of malaria, and few but
matives can reside there for any length
of time. Europceans are always em-
ployed as managers or overseers, who
watch the natives at their work, being
incapable themselves of doing any
manual labor on account of the intense
heat The workers are natives of Hin-
dostan and most of the
women. As a rule, they are very tract-
able. The women work eleven or twelve
bours g day, and the men, who are the
cultivators, cight hours only. The tea
manufacturers, who are also men, work
sixteen hours. Tea is grown from a

seed which, of course, isx obtained from |

the tree, and is either planted seed at
stake (which means that a small stake
js used to make a bole in the soil, the
seed dropped in and covered). or from
what is called a transplanting seedling,
which is taken from a forcing bed and
transplanted in the regular soil
planting is done in the rainy season,
which lasts from May to November.
This seed wants a great deal of atten-
tion. The lines or rows must be regu-
larly dug and weeded by hand at least
once a month to prevent the growth of
jungle which Is very prolifie in such
a climate. FEach plant requires =«
space to itsell about five feet
sguare, and a sced av stake will show
sbove ground in from three 1o four
months after planting. A transplanted
seedling will appear in hall the time.
The plant grows just like a young fir
tree. It requires much carve and clean-
ing until the end of the second season
when the bush will have attained a
beight of from three w three and a half
feet. I have known a iree to grow as
high as twelve feet.  If it was left alone
the tea plant would reach a height of
fifteen or twenty feet and, as [ said,
would be like a fir tree inshape, but wo
prane it about twenty ipches from the

nd, so as to educate it to epread and
thus yield a finer leal, o give wmoarn
surface and a more delicate product.  If
we allowed it to grow, it would sapit-
seif and its leaves would Wo worthless
The pruning is done in December pnd
the pluacking begun immediately the
sap rizes, which Is about from the mid-
dle of Mareh to the first week in April.
“The branch from tho parent stem will

bear say nine leaves, of wiieh three are
plucked, and from the remaining sig
new branches will grow which will
bear leaves in their return.  1f we were
to steip a branch of aifl i1s ieaves we
should kill the tea bush, or, ia othep
yords, we should be ‘kiliing the
gooss which lays the golden eges’
if such a simile way be used. The
Brst leaves thus plucked are ez ™4
*No. 1 flush.” They do not make the
finest tea, but rank about as low asa
leaf can be valued for commerce. These
leaves are taken on trays into the ‘“with-
ering-house’ by the women who pluck
them. and who are supervised by ‘duffa-
dars’ or native men, whose businoss it
is W soe that the women do not spoil the
bushes. The tea is allowed to rest on
these trays until it is withered to the
pliancy of a kid glove, a process which
takes from twelve to eighteen hours, ac-
cording to the temperature, Then itis

carried away by men and put on the |

rolling-table, where it Is manipulated
for ifteon or twenty minutes, according
to the condition of the leaf. The erush-
ing process brings about the formenta-
to develop the quality of
then taken to the fer-
r foom, where it ferments until
condition to go to tho drying

bt -

few |

The tea planting industry |

pickers are |

This |

in which nomne but experienced hands
are cmployed. By being cooked is
meant being dried. The tea then goes
to the sifting-house, where the various
grades are made by sifters of the requi-
site mesh, that is twelve, ten and eight
inches to the Inch. The twelve
men sifts the best tea, becanse
that leaf is smaller and heavier. The
swaller the leaf the better the tea. These
three teas are straight, and ari: known
as Pekoe, Pekoe Souchong and Souchong,
representing respectively the first, sec-
ond and third grades. Pekoe Souchong
is the fine tip mixed with a lower grade,
or a mixture of the first and second
grades. Souchong is the third straight
grade. While the tea after these proc-
essess is ready for use, it istreated up
again to extract any dampness which
may have accrued, as the leal is very
difficult and susceptible. This done itis
packed in chests for shipping. What is
the best tea? Well, fifteen days after
the first splucking the second flush is
ready, and eight days later the third
flush is plucked and this constitutes the
finest leal and consequently e best
tea. One grade oxcels the other in
flavor, but they all go through the same
process which | have duseribed, These
Indian teas are pure and straight and
have a delicious flavor, whereas most
of those from China and Japan are

I

| faced or second brows, which
! means that the leaf has been
|once drawn and then fixed up
| again, being mixed  with aloe

| leaves and a combination of iron filings
| and indigo. As to prices, the Indian

Pekoe sells for sixty-nine conts a pound,

the Pokoe Souchong for fifty cents and
| the Souchong for forty-five cents. The
best Chinese teas, if you can get them
| straight. can not be sold for less than
i one dollar a pound; second wrugr- soven-
ty-five cents and thind sixty to sixty-five
conts. 'The demand for Indian teas has
| greatly increased of late years. In
1870, when I first went to India, that
| country sent to England only about Af-
l teen per cent. of the tea consumed
there, while 1587, when [ left she sent
|I‘.Ift_y—uno per cent. Her principal mar-
kets are England, Australia, America,
Canada and the Cape of Gouod Hope, and
she is steadily increasing her foreign
commerce. The consumption of tea in
this country amounts to about one hun-
{dred and ten million pounds perannum,

and of this I suppose not more than five

bundred thousand pounds come from In-
| dia. It is only recently. bowover, that
! Indian teas have been introduced here.”

| TERROR IS EPIDEMIC.

| That Is the Reason Why Cowards Deserve
Exemplary Panishment.

| *“A plague on all cowards!” says

| Shakespeare's Fat Knight, himsalf the

| bean idearl of a bullying poltroon.

|  Butisit just to couple infamy with

cowardice? Would any man be chicken-

| hearted if he could be otherwise? Does

| not every frightened fugitive from

danger blush as he runs?

It can not be fairly imputed to the
dastard as a crime thatbis nerves quiver
like aspen leaves when ho hears the im-
| medinte bullet whizzing by, or that the
| sight of sheathless steel makes the per-
|.-piruliun start from all his pores. He
| srantel tace thie whirlwind of battle if he
| could, but it whisks him round

like a weathercock. 1lis reason may
tell him that his back is as hroad a tar-
get as his breast, and that he is aslikely
to be shot retreating as advancing: in-
decd, more likely, for even a brave man
can tako a steadier aim at a flying ad-
versary than at a furioys foe rushing
upon him at tho “double-quick.” Lut
fn<tinct is stronger than reason in the
craven, aad all his locomotive muscles
are at its command.

I'nder these circumstances, ought a
milltary man who shows the white
feather in the presence of the enemy w
be shot therefor? Deing, as Falstaff
says, “a cowprd wpon instimct,” is he
morally responsible for running away?

Perhaps not. Nor is it for the act
itself that he Is doomed, but because of
1 its consequences. Torror s epidemic.

1t is more readily canght than the
[ small-pox, and spreads more rapidly.
A Captain is smitten with it and
communicates . it to  his company,
the regiment eatchos it from the com-
pany. the brigude from the regimont,
the corps from- the brigade, the whole
army from the corps. and thus a great
battle is lost, and perhaps a great cause
endangered or ruined.

It will not do to adhere scrupulously
to the abstract principles of justice in
such casex. The offonse must bo meas-
ured by its results.  The event and not
the involumtary act which produced it,
arralgns and condmns its author. The
! punishment which scems cruel is abso-
lutely necessary, and therelore right
Not because he is a coward, is the cow-
anlly soldier done to death, but in order
that disasters more terrible than the
shooting of a thousand dastards may be
proventod by his public shame and dis-
bonorable doom.—XN. Y. Ledgern,

WEATHER PREDICTION.

| The Time Not Fur Distant When Reliable
Forceasts Can Be Made,
| M. Luigl Palmieri, the learned di-
rector of the observatory of Vesuvius,
has made himsell a specialist in gues-
tions appertaining to the electricity of
tae earth. For some forty years hie has
studied this question, and has pablished
various papers and more than a bhun-
dred notes or memeirs. LUnfortunately
for science, he has thought well o pub-
lish thew, not only in ltalian, but in

local papers having naturally a restricet- |

ed eircolation. Dr. Albert Battander
gives, in Cosmos, a resume of the resylis
obtained by M. Palmieri, which bid fair
to prove of consideérable importance, if
not in the field of electrical engincor-

fng, in that of meteorclogy and the
prediction of  weather. M. al-
mieri indicates, first, that the po-
tential of objects which exceed

the helght of the surrounding carth dif-
fer from it in sign, in fair weather be-
ing negative, and positive only when
rain, haill, or snow_fall within a cer
tain distanco of the observations. See-
ondly, the electricity of objects exceed-
ing in height the surface of the carth
is not their own, so to speak, but is due
te the igdurtion of the atmosphere.

He indicates, [or example, that if
Vesuvius, were nogative whiie Naples
below were positive, and this were dug
to different disposition of electricity
their surfaces, the two wonld tend to
flow togedder and equalize: whereasthis
is found not to e ghe pase. The elec-
tricity is, therefore, due to ipdustion,
snd |3 50 maintained while the Inductive
influosae §s steady, changing as it

changes. M. Palmicri has repeated
his experiments some  thousands of
dmes sinee 185 in  varied @an-
sers o sllwminate  errors, and
he satisfacturily e ﬂl:l-:.‘. the
{-In-{'lriril_\- of ‘the air is econ... v in

sign to that of the earth. The ecloc-
tricity of the carth is positive and that
of the air negative. e gives two ox-
periments showing the influenee of the
natural changes in the atmosphere. A
platinum cup, Nl with water and
thoroughly insulated. is connected Lo
the plate of condenser electrometor, the
whole exposed o the sun’s rays. Tho
evaporation reveals the presence of
negative electricity. luversely, if the
same cup is lilled with snow, the dew
which is formed produces signs of posi-
tive eleetricity. the conditions of sue-
cess in the experiment leing the use of
the condenser, on account ol the fechle-
ness of the potential, and the most care-
| ful insulation of platinwm cup. The

Py
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thase discussions are purely in the field
of speculation, M. Palmieri responds
that In these electricz]l indications we
should feel tho most sure means of the
prediction of weather. In faet, secord-
ing to the director of the Vesuvian Ob-
servatory, we must discard our
friend the barometer as the indicator of
weather changes, which eannot achiove
more than eighty por cent. of suecess in
prediction, and take the eclectrometer,
which never Is found in default. He
argues for the exwension of elestrometer
observations at numerous stations, with
instruments standardized to the same
measure, adapted with methods of test-
ing tho varying layers of atmosphere,
and believes the time of absolute pre-
diction of weather to be no longer an
unrealizable, Utopian dream. — Elec-
trical Enginecer.

CHANCES IN BATTLE.

The Amount of Powder and all It Takes
to Kill & Man.

No doubt every reader has seen the
statement that it takes a man's weight
of lead to kill him im battle, and they
may have considered it to be marely a
rhetorical hyperbole, suggested by the
fact that comparatively fow out of the
whole number of shots fired in heat of
battle take coffect. Marshal Sale, we
beliove, first made the assertion which
forms the base of the above, when he
said it would take 125 pounds of load
and 33 poundsof powder to put each of
the enemy in tho long trench. Wild
and visionary as this may seem, it ap-
pears that there was more truth than
peotry in the remark. With all the im-
provements which have been made in
tho art of war since the days of Saxe
Cassendi, the Froench savant, proves that
the great Marshal's philosophical re-
mark still holds good.

At the battle of Solferino, according
to Cassendi’s carefully-deduced ealcula-
tions, a comparison of the number of
shots fired on the Austrian side with the
number of kilied and wounded on tho
part of the onewy, shows that 700 bul-
lets were expended for each man
wounded, and 4,200 for cach man killed.
The average weizht of the ball used
was 30 grains, therefore it must have
takon at least 120 kilograms, or 227
pounds of lead for each man killed! Yet
Solferine was a most important and
bloody battle. In the Franco-Prussian
war the slaughter caused by the needle
gun among the French soldiers shows

Austrian carbine; yet, with that deadly
weapon 1,200 shots were fired for every
soldier destroyed in the enemy™s ranks.
Verily there was good foundation for
Bogert's ungrammatical remark: “War
is awlul. but the noise of war is awful-
ler.”—St. Louis Republie.

A Queen's Voluntary Slavery.

Hester Cora Mitchell, as she was
known here after becoming the slave of
ex-Governor Mitchell, is buried in the
cometery in thiscity. She was a Queen
of some African tribe, and came to lhis
| sountry voluntarily. bringing with her
all the insignia of her royalty—ecrown,
and robes and jewels, ete. She was
pleased with this country, and resolved
w lay down her robos of royalty and be-
come a slave, as above stated. Every
Christmas, until her death, she would
appear before the negrocs in all the
gorgeousness of her gueenly parapher-
nalin. After this exbibition, she wonld
retire, lay aside hor queenly attire, and
go into the kifhen as humbly as any
| of the other servants of Governor Mitch-

ell. When Hester Corn died Governor
| Mitchell had her buried in her regalia.
—Milledgeville (Ga.) Chironiclo,

GOVERNMENT CLERKS.

Men and Women Work Together in Pere
fect Harmony.

But do both sexes work together in
the same office?

Of course they do. American girls can
take pare of themselyves any place, and
these maldons are by no means spring
chickens. XNot many of them are on the
marry, though every now and then we
hear of one dropping off the pay-rolls
with o good husband, The late Attor-

Treasury, and she was one of the pret-
tiest women that Washington has ever
known. Brewster saw her as he went
through the deparunent one day on
some legal business long before he was
Attorney-General, and he said to a
friend:

*“What a pretty woman?™”

She overioard and replied in a stage
whisper.

“What an ugly man!” and Drewster
you know was ugly enough to stop a
clock, Ilis face had been burnt all out
of shape when he was a baby, by his
falling into the Fee or by his attempt-
ing to save his little sisir from burn-
ing. Both stories are told, and [ don't
know which is correct. At any rate he
overheard the remark of the pretty
treasury clerk. e met her the same
night at a reception and she found Mr.
Brewster as entertaining as he was
ugly. Afhwera few months he proposed
te ber and she aceepted him and got a
first-class hushband. ﬁll‘phi‘n A. l'lm;glaﬁ
married a department clork and many
of the ladica of the deopartments g::
into the best of Washington society, It
is an unwritten law in some of the de-
partments that a busband and his wife
shall not be on the pay-rolls at the same
time, and when two department
clerks marry one is expected to leave.
| Pastmaster-General Vilas, however, ol-
jocted to this thoory, and a numbor of
the Cabinet officers now allow their

clerks to wmarry, i they choose. Onoe
of the prettiest girls in the Pension

1
|
]“m”. was married the other day to a
very accomplished young elerk, who
‘worked beside her.  Their field of work,
however, was changed in order that no
| remark mizht be caused by the mar-
riage, and they now have good positions
in New York. Not a few clerks are
marricd secretly and their names ap-
| pear on the pay-roll of the departmont
| as single after they have been married.
| It is & great deal easier to live in Wash-
| ington on S2L000 a year than S1L,000 a
| year, and Cupid gets along much better
| when both husband and wifercan keep
their salarios.— Washington Cor. Phila-
delphia Press,

UNGLE SAM'S ARMY.
There Are Not Ten Real Spldiers for
Every Commissioned OMrer.

The army of the United States con-
sists of 2,167 commissioned officers and
a suflicient number of enlisted men to
keep them in practice.  This numboer is
fixed Ly a general law 31 50,000; for sev-
eral yecars Congross has bpon in the
habit of appropriating for only 25,000

and it doos pop sepm likely to got out of
! the habit, although the military authori-
| Hoa wro gonerally nsking for at loast the

s=sutory 90,000, Omitting & consideras
| o * aniisted men who are

blo number . * -~ Adlutant-
porforming civilian dutios sue . '

| General of the army reports the actual

1

strongth of the army as 20,14
So thore are enot tea real private
| soldivrs for w©very officer;  this

fact inspires a great deal of witon the
part of paragraph writers who do
not understand what our army is for
| We have nover heen in danger of any
sudden foray from Canada or Mexico, our
army would do us precious little good if
our harbors wore invaded by a hostilo
fleet, and for soveral yosrs past the In-
dian has coased [rom troubling and the
town-site speeslator s at rest. We
have mo fighting for our army to do.
. But the osganization of an aomy is pot

old |

how much superfior that gun is to the |

tary organization of 2,000 oflicers and
the smallest number of enlisted men
that will permit the oflicers t¢ koep in
military practice. A regimint of in-
fantry with 37 officers and sardly 400
enlisted men secms pretty top-heavy,
but the 37 officers form a regimental or-
ganization around which L1000 enlisted
men could be arranged as easlly as 400,
—Fred Perry Powers, in Chautauquan.

The Decline of Royaltr.

A Lusignan doscendant of the Kings
of Jorusalem died miserably lately ina
hospital in Milan. A Marquis descond-
ant from the Dodges is selling matches
in the streets of Venice; in the same
city a porter at one of the most splendid
palaces keops the door of the house
where he ought to be master. At Na-
ples the Duc de Lerma, grandes of
Spain, is a lawyer's clork. At Palermo
the Duec de Santa Croce goes about the
streets picking up cigar ends and any
thing else to be found. The P'rincess
Pignatelll is a singer in & cafe chantant
in Berlin. At Lluenos Ayres there is a
lovely fAower girl about twenty, who,
whon asked where she came from, re-
plied that she was a Lombard, but that
hor parents were Romans of the name of
Pecci. The girl, whose name was
Leonildha IMecci when asked if she was
a relative of His Holiness, said she did
not know, but in her family it was be-
lioved they were nearly akin—N. Y.
Tribune.

An Adegquate Apology.

Philosopher — Good-afternoon,  Mrs,
De Scionce. Allow me to compliment
you un your remarkablo article in the
Scientific Age,

Mrs. Do Fashion—You have made a
mistake, sir. I am not a book-worm nor
do 1 have to write for a living. I am
Mrs. De Fashion, a rather well-known
saciety leader—not Mrs. De Science.

I"hilosopher—Oh! 1 beg her pardon.—
N. Y. Weekly.

—At a recent French cooks’ ball in
New York the work of art was the rep-
resentation of a temple of commerce. It
was made of 13,000 pieces of gum paste
and sugar, and stood several feet high.
The architectural beauties  were well

| shown, and the coloring was especially

clever,

SONGS O©OF LONG AGO.

No Muasic 1Inif so Sweet as the
of Mother's Tender Lines.

“The mothers of to-day do not sing as
the mother did in lang syne,” said a
man whose husiness-cares have never
overcome and crowded out the soul of
poetry and the memory of a happy boy-
hood. **You seldom hear a woman sing-
ing about the house now,”

So it is.  The medern mother does not
sing as our dear old-fashioned mothers
used to sing.  She has little time to her-
self, and if she did not bave the advan-
Lages of a musical education she says
she can not sing.

Then, too, the somes of to-day are not
like and never will be like those old
songs. They do not touch the heart
and give the heart's feeling utterance
through the lips. There are beautiful
songs set to music, of course, and won-
derful voices sing them on the stage and
in the drawing-room. but how seldom it
is that we hear a song that thrills and
charms uws and brings the “pearls of
fecling™ to our eyes. A volee pleases us
and” we the satisfaction of
having heard an artist of artists, but we
will forget the singer and the song long
before we forget one word or one note of
the one who sangz “‘Bonuie Doon' and
“Annic Laurie.”

There are those of us who will never
forget the summer evenings, the ripple
of the brook in the distance, the stuir of

Memory

bear homoe

! the woodbine leaves around the window,
| the sweet fragrance of the “birk™ from
| the neighboring wood, whon the mother

!

ney-ticneral Brewstor got a wife in this
Treasury Department. She was the |
daughter of an ex-Sceretary of the

| eated to Her Majesty, Victoria

|
I

{ whether sung in soft.

|
|
|

sang “Afton Water” and rocked her
baby to sleep.

And then there were othor songs that
stirred our childish hearts, *The Sol-
dier's Dream.™

Our bugles sung truce, for the night cloud

had lowered
And ihe sentinel stars get Lheir wateh in
the sky;
When thousunds had sunk on the ground
OVErprawereid,
The weary ta sleep and the wounded to
s Y
Reposing that night on my pallet of straw,
By the woll-searing fuggot thnt gunrded
the slain,
1o the dead of the night & sweet vision §
aaw,
And thrice ere the morning 1 dresmed it
ngain
Our childish imagination could picture
the soldier, always handsome, in his
uniform, lying down on the field of bat-
tle to sleep under the stars, the pine
knots’ blaze scaring away the prowling
wolves, and he dreaming of hearing his
“own mountain goatsebleating aloof,™
and of hearing “'tho sweet song that tho
COrn reapers sung.'’ |
There was & nother song, old, very old;
*On the Lake Where Drooped  the Wil-
low,” the story of a girl who died in
autumn: and, 'l laog My Harp on
the Willow Tree.” which lawr-day
Bacon-Shakesperians tell us was dedi-
There
was “Jeannette and Jeanot," “Old Ken-
tucky lome,” and "Suwneo River,” and
to-duy we can not listen to
o, take me 1o my kind old mother
There let me Hyve and die,
weird tones of a
jubilee singer. the pathetic ones of lit-

| tle Kavanagh or of the every-day stroot
| Arab, without a *ush of tender fecling.

) right

There was another song, a regular
bod-time song in its wooing swectness.
It was “The Cuckoo:™
When winter comes the woonds s iny home,
In sumumer I sing in the meadows
How we Ilkea to hear about the little
bird that hid itself away in tho brush
in the winter, and in the springtime its
plaintive “vupkoo,™ “vuckoo,” was the
surn harbinger of soft south winds and
warm showers.

And last and best of all was that song
of *Clari, the Maid of Milan:™
*Mid pleasures and juilaces though wo may

kg,
Do (t ever so humble, there's no place like
huwme,
No, there is ne place like home, and
there are songs like those of the old time,
and theee ix no music halfl so sweel as
tho momory of those tender notes.—
Buffalo (N. Y.) News.

ASSYRIAN SCULPTURE.

A Giroup INlasxtrating the Fartilization of
the Dute-Palm.

in one of the lectures he is delivering

at Abordoon, upder the Gifford bequest, 1

Dr. E. B Tylor offered a most intorest-
ing suggestion tho other day as to the
meaning of a well-known but puzzling
Assyrian sculptured group. This group
comsists of two four-winged figures, with
bodins of men and heads of eagles,
standing opposite a troe-like formation,
which is easily recognined as a collee-

tion of date-palms, or a conventional- |

fwed
Each
left hand a bucket or basket, in the
s hady which each soems to be
Hew w the palm-tree What

ropr—rﬂn-nlaliun of a palm-grove,

of the two figures earries in the |

Dr. Taylor exhibited a drawing of Lhe
male pam inflorescence, and said it
was bardly necessary to point out the
resemblance to the object in tLhe
hand of the winged figure of the
Assyrian sculpture. As the cultivator
of the palm tree bas to ascend the tree
in order to perform the process of fer-
tilization, he, of course, takes with him
a supply of fresh flowers in a basket.
Dr. Tylor's theory, thercfore, is that the
objecls carried by the winged genii of
the Assyrians aro the male inflorescence
of the date-palm inone hand, the basket
with a fresh supply of inflorescence in
the other, and that the function the
genil are depicted in the sculptures as
discharging is that of fertilizing the
palm-groves of the country—a function
which must have been beld w denote
their great beneficence, since it showed
them fulfilling the groat duty of provid-
ing the Assyrians with bread.—Nature.

FULL OF FUN.

—Judge—*risoner do you confess
your guilt? *No, your homeor, the
speech of my lawyer has convinced even
me of my entire innocence,"—Fliegende
Blaetter.

—+Spring, gentle spring,” the biue bird
Eang,
With weleome lnden breath,
“Boehold the buds and violets™—
And then It frore to death.

—Philadelphia Times.

—Wickars—**An artist friend of mine
once painted a banana peel on the side-
walk so naturally that the first man who
came along slipped and fell down on
it” Viekars—*“It couldn’t have been
very natural, if the first man that came
along tumbled to it.""—Terre laute Ex-
press.

—A young man was calling on a Con-
gressman's daughter the other evening
when the father appeared at the parlor
door. *May I come in?" he asked,
hesitatingly. **Oh, yes,” she answered,
“‘you may, but we have a querum with-
out you."—Washington Star.

—*“Where is the drawing-room?"
asked Mrs. Strukoyle, as she looked
over the architeet’s plans. I thought
perhaps the front and back-parlors
would obviate “No, indeed; we
must have a drawing-room, for my
daughter is determined to be an artist.
—Harper's Bazar.

—Judge—**I'risoner at the bar, have
you any thing to say before sentence is
passed?” Prisoner—="Yes, your honor.
Will you please date my sentence from
the time that that lunk-headed, long-
winded lawyer of mine started to talk?”
—Munsey's Weekly.

—Mrs. Stukupp—*I don’t see why
they permit Miss Singleton to keep
company with that Mr. Mann. Actually
I don't believe he's got a cent to his
namo.” Mrs. Midway—*0, but it isn't
quite so bad as that, although, to be
sure, ho is a little impecunious.” Mrs
Stukupp—*0, is that all? Well, that
doesn’t 50 much matterso long as he has
plenty of money.—loston Transeript

—School Committeo (Judge of a loeal
court addicted to fault-finding) examin-
ing class in grography—"This class
ought to be ashamed; you have not made
any progress for months; you are just
where you were last year. FErnest
where are the Rocky mountains?™
Ernest (remembering the same question
put the year before)—*Just where they
were last year: haven't moved a bit"—
Chicago Herald.

—It was on the rear platform of a
street car as a crowd was going home
from the theater. *‘Let's mused

wep, "

to the one on his left, **have we been
introduced?” *1 think not My name
is Taylor.”™ *Ah! And mine is l'orter.
Mr. Taylor, you are throwing time away
trying to get my watch.
one and out of repaiy, and won't bring
you two dollars"—Detroit Free Press.

—Miss Redingote—**No, Aunt DBrin-
dle, I am not engaged. When 1 marry
it will be a great man.” Mrs. Brindle
(doubtfully) — “Well, 1 dunno. You
can't always tell how a man will turn
out. Now, there's Josiah ——" Miss
NPedingote—*“You don't mean to say
Unecle lirindle bhas ever distinguished
bimself!™ Mrs. DBrindle — “Well, I'll
tell you what he did. 1 sent him down
to the store with a ribbon the other day
and he matehed it!"—Lippincott.

WOMEN AS INVENTORS.

some of the Most Remnrkable of Their
Achlevemvents,

It was a California woman who in-
vented a baby carringe, which netted
her over 850,000 while to Mrs.Catharine
Greene, the wife and widow of Washing-
ton's ablest otficer, is due the honor of
inventing the cotton-gin, which is one
of those distinetively American inven-
tions the value and importance of which
have been recognized by the whole in-
lustrial worlil. ‘There is the reaper and
mower, the idea of which came into the
brain of Mrsi Ann Manning, of I"ain-
field, N. J., to whom is also aecredited
a clover-cleaner. Mrs Manning seoms
to have stimulated the inventive genias
f her neighbors, for a few years after
her reaper and mower patented
AMrs. Elizabeth Smith, of the same State,
took out a patent for an improvementon
this machine, being a devies for chang-
ling the knives without stopping the
wheels.

One of the most comnplicatod machines
aver made is that for the manufacture
of re-enforced-bottom paper bags. It is

wis

sontrived passes the ondinary compre-
hension. It was the invention of Miss
Maggie Knight, who from it and other
inventions in the same line realized a
great fortune. A streetsweeper of
great merit was devised and patented
| by a New York lady, who had a costly
| Aress ruined by the mud splashed on it
from a defective machine.
| Most remarkable of all is the inven-
’ tion of Mrs. Mary 1L Walton for deaden-
| ing the sound of car-wheels. She lived
|
|
|
|
|

pear the elevated railroad in New York,
and was greatly annoyved by the sound
of the roaring frains passing her house.
The most noted machinists and inven-
tors of the country bad given their at-
tention to the subject without being
able to furnish a solution, when lo, a
woman's brain did the work. and her
appliance proving perfectly successful,
was adopted by the elevated roads, and
| she is now roaping the rewards of a
| bappy thought.—St. Louis Globe-Demo-
| crat

Loggmg Without Snow.

ju the Jumber regions of Northern
V'ennsylvania a corions expedient has
been resorted to for the purpose of get-
| ting the logs out of the woods, Hun-
| dreds of Uarrels of crude oil have heen

sont to the camps, and this fluid poured
| over the *slides.” This was intended
| to take the place of snow. Logscan
| only bo gotwen to market over slippery
| parts. Some of the slides are twelve

| miles long. starting awany back on tne
summit of a mountain and rounding
through the passes, in some instances
shooting up one hill and down another,

CHON wie. in 5
f;r tl:.i‘ TVody?  1s Sy .'_j_'. | in a series of inclines. The momentum
seribod  as a  fireone, but s :::’ logs gather with distance sends
bave reganded it as » bupch ol ‘ them along .:_‘: _'urimu I‘l&? of speed,
grapes, others as a pineapple.  Dr. Tay- | o0 orude oil has beep Joond not to

lor suggests that it should bo connected
with the most obvious point of interest
for which the date-paim has been fam-
ons among naturalists since antiquity
—namely, its need of artificial fertiliza-
tion in order 1o produece a erop of ediblo
dates.  This process in its simplest form
consists in shaking the pollen from the
inflorescence of the male date-palm over
the inflorewwence of tha fomale. The
ractice is mentioned by Theophrastus

wear off for noarly @ wook.—N. Y.
Morning Journal.

EB—A couple of St. Louis (Mich.) men
have invented a concorn to use up saw-
dust as fast as & mill can turn it out.
The invention takes the dust from the
saw and shoots it straight lnt:‘ the
furnace, where it takes the place of one-
thind of tho wood or coal usually burned.

! incandescent embers glow.

& man who was. jammed on the railing |

It is an old .

so euriously ingenious that how it was |

SPELLIN' SCHOOL.

% Time we went Lo spsilin’ school,

Me s’ Mandy, lawzy me,

I war jes n nat'ral fool
‘Long o' hor, 34 knowed it; Gesl

When 1 look I see it yit
Stannin’ up thar in the rows

Ti the words begun to hit—
‘Moribund' an ‘adipose,’

* Drappin’, drappin®, ono by one,

Till the last two stcod thar still,
Lordy ! wuza't that the fun,

Mandy thar and Johnson's ‘Billy*
Speilln® book had plum giv' out

Dickshonary fetched along,
‘Conse¢cration’ an' ‘redoabt,”

Siill they spelt an’ nothin® wrong,

" Wertebra,® ‘vicissitude;®
josh, ull hemlock, 1 got scared!
BGoth my lips together glued
Mandy, tho', she never eared;
Teacher he wuz gettin' weak
Settin’ thar, an’ Mandy's pap—
Too excited fur to speak;
You could heard a needle drap.

% Last they got the Bible down,
Durn my buttons but they didg
Teacher gol to elashin’ roun'—
‘Moabite’ an’ ‘pyramid;*
Mandy took 'em as they passcd
Kind ¢' keerful, kam an’ slow]
Bhe wuz grit, an’ 50 at last
‘Bill* went down on ‘Jericho.’

“ Then the folks they riz, an,” well,

Sich a holler never wuaz;

Sich n neverlastin® yell—
Hosses broke an’ run becuz

They got skeered at all the noise
An' skedaddled down the track]

Tom an' me we got the boys
Posted out an’ fetched "em back.

“ Then 1 belped her in, an® we—
Me an' Mandy, driv away;
1 war jes a fool, but she
Bright an' smart as peep-o-day;
Here's her picter—swect sixteen—
Hansum ! well I sorter "low;
Peartest gal I ever seen—
Married to the teacher now.™
—Froest MceCaffey, in Inter Ocean.

HOW LITTLE KIT DIED.

A Tragic Scene in & Town in Far-
Off Idaho.

Small and Trembling Hands That Held a
Mark for a Shooter—Tragic Hesult of
& Drunken Man's Boast — Two
Graves at Soda Springs.

It was a cold autumn evening, but
the red sun going down behind the
spoctral mountains on the desert of
Jdaho scemed to brighten up every
thing—just as a blazing log paints the
white ceiling of the sitting-room and
colors the faces of those who watch the
The vil-
lage was gmiet, as it always was at this
timeo of day. It wasn’t much of a vil-
lage—a housa here and a store there,
and all blackened by storms and age.
People were scarce, too. Those who
wera on the one broad street were the
kind that grow among sage brush and
grease wood—tall, heavily-jawed men,
with an awkward swing to their gait
and their faded clothing and high-
heeled boots bespattered with mud. A

lean, skulking dog prowled along tho |

road, and three heavily saddled and
branded ponies were tethered near the
Ark saloon. There were two hundred
and fifty people in the village but every
body who lived thero knew the popula-
tion exceeded five hundred.

On this cold afvernoon five of the in-

habitants sat 1n front of the Ark saloon. |
Four of them were men who wore soft |

hats and collarless shirts. Their coarse
hands and rugged faces showed that
they toiled out of dours—herding cattle
on the plains no doubt. The fifth per-
son was a little girl with hair as black
as the Java blocks and eyes so big and
so round that they looked like wells of
ink. She wasn't even seasonably
dressed, for whenever the wind brushed
her she shiversd, hardy as she was. A
coral necklace clung so tightly to her
neck that it looked like a scar. Iler
thin, blue dress, clumsily cut from a
large garment, hung in scandalous pro-
portions about her well-rounded bedy.
The men had been drinking heavily.

The little girl had come to lead her |

father away. Dut the big, rough man
was angry. A man from the Snake
river country had guestioned his abillty
as a2 marksman with a six-shooter. The
dispute had been going on for an hour
or more, with delirious tales of gun
feats and terrifie expressions of profan-
ity, when the mite of a child stole tim-
idly up to the big man. Fora moment
the child was not noticed. The wind
picked up the ragged hem of her dress
and whipped it about her legs, and the
big sun, glowing with the richnessof a
solferino disk, made tho tears in the
ehild's great eves shine as one has seen
rippling water glitter in a stream of
sunshine. The glass in the shop win-
dows was red, too, and the snow on the
threo mountain peaks in the distance
looked like a carpet of crimson geran-
jums stretehed over cathedral spires.

“Jlere’s Kit, bovs,” the father finally
oxclaimed, as ho looked admiringly at
the tot who had some way managed to
nestle beside his leg.

w111 leave it to Kit, fellows, as to who
is the handiest man with thegun, Who's
the best man as what you ever seen,
Kit?™”

“AMa wants you to come home and eat
supper.” caino the stammering, almost
plaintive reply.

“Kg ghe does, Kit: but who's the bost |

shooter as you know of?"

“Pap.”

“Who shoots hers right and left and
never gpiles the meat?”

||llap"l

“Whose Kit bo you?"

“Pap's; but mam wants you homo for
supper.”

The four rough men
child with a stupid gaze.

“Why, I'll tell you, fellers, ns speak-
ing sbout shooting, me and Kit will
show vou something. won't we, Kit?"
and the biy man drew two énormous re-
volvers from his holsters and plaoced
them upon a box, ‘The child shrank in-
stinctively at the sight of the weapons.

“Won't weo, Kit?" repeated the big
man. notlcing that the child was silent.

The black head nodded a reluctant
afirmative.

“Course we will. Kit knows pap, and
seeing as somebody does ®not knows us
we (will make us known." Thon the
man drew a leathern bag from his
packet snd took from it two five-dollar
gold pieces.

“Now, Kit,” he said, with as much
pride as Lis thick voice conld portray,
“you tako these shiners and walk out
into the wazon-track and hold 'em up
stiddy like, and then we'll show 'em
how pap kiils hens,™

The child faltered, but parental dis-
pipline had boen stern in Ler home, and
with nervous fingors she seized the
ecoing and walked barcheaded ount into
the strect. Tho father seized his heavy
guns and staggered proudly to the road-
Way.

Stand straight like, Kit," command-
ed the father.

The little girl’s tattered shoes came
together and her white face was turned
dircotly toward the father.

“oist un the shiners, liitle un’, this
way—see?” and the man, placing bis
pistols upon the ground, held up his
thumbs and index fingers so that those
of each hand came together.

The little coius flashed above the
sanzled mass of hair.

looked at the

arose in the red light. “The child lay
upon the ground with her legsstiffening
in the lava dust. A white hand clutched
one of the gold coins. The metal onoe
clasped by the other hand had been
blown down gtreet by a bullet. One
bullet had torn its way somewhere be-
neath that crown of tungled hair.

“Guess you hurt the child, Ike,” one
of the drunken men exclaimed, as he
gave his trousers a hitch and reeled out
to the spot where the child lay.

The father's heavy revolvers fell
upon the ground. His ashy face moved
toward the head of nis child. Ashe
grasped the rigid shoulders a tiny
stream of blood trickled over his gnarled
fingers, Then ho arose. Men and
women with terror-stricken faces were
clustered about him and dogs skulked
around the crowd. The sun was now so
low that the peaksof thedistant mount-
ains glowed with a delicate pink, and
the sky, beginning with a deep maroon
at the horizon, ran in beautiful shad-
ings to a soft, rich purple at the zenizh.
For a moment the father was silent. He
seemed to be looking for a familiar face
in the crowd. He was sober now. His
face was almost hideous in it3 deter-
mination.

“That’s tho worstshot what was ever
made,” he finally stammered as he
wiped the sweat off his face. *‘Boys, I
can beat that. Hands off, till 1 show
you." And before one of tho villagers
ecould reach him the frantic man picked
up one of his weapons, and, turning it
full upon himself, fired.

They didn’t take tho bodies home that
night. They were placed side by side
in a feed store and guarded by three
hardy villagers. There are two gravesin
the sage-brush near Soda Springs. The
boasting marksman and his guns rest in
one, The yellow grass on the othergrave
covers little Kit, who was burled in her
tattered dress and worn-out shoes. The
mother married the man from the Snake
River country.—Chicago Herald.

STEAM QUIETED THEM.

A Terrible Brate Battle on Board of an
Ohio River Stenmbonat,

An old sailor, who gave the following
description of a terrible brute battle
which he witnessed fiftoen ycars ago,
said that it made him tremble as no
storm at sea had ever done. The scene
of the fight was the main deck of a
steamboat on the Ohio river during the
transportation of *“Johm Robinson's
Great World's Exposition” of animals.
The combatants wera the huge war ele-
phant, “Emperor.” and a monster two-
horned rhinoceros, and their encounter
made strong men pale.

Dead, wounded and dying horses and

ponics strewed the deck in every direc-
tion: cages destroyed and literally
smashed into fragments were scattered
among the dead.wounded and dying,and
the terrible shrieks, grunts and groans
plainly told that the battle was fiercely
ranging. Itseemed as if every cage on
| the boat would be totally destroyed.
At this juncture a loud crash was
| heard, and the two cages containing the
| sea-lions and the Labrador seals were
| pushed overboard. Mr. Robinson seem-
ed to he very cool for a man who was
witnessing the wholesale destruction of
his property, but when he saw his sea
liens and seals dashed overboard, he
decided that patience was no longer a
| wirtue, and ordered the combatants fired
upon.

A heavy volley was discharged, which
had no other effect on the monsters,
now thoroughly aroused, than to make
them fight all the more furiously. The
gituation was getting every moment
more dangerous for all on hoard. and the
proprietors had almost despaired of ever
separating the animals, when it occurred
| to some one to open the steam pipos and
deluge them with steam.

The engineer was instructed to turn
on the steam, and as it suddenly escaped
from the beoilers with a terrific roar, the
clephant was heard to give a shrill,
trumpeting  sereech., such as elephants
always utter in erying for mercy when
conquercd in  their native wilds.
Whether the animal had received its
deathblow from the rhinoceros, or was
| frigiitened into submission by the steam,

could not® be ascertained uiftil it had
| cleared away. Tlien there was disclosed
| to the astonished gaze of the showmen a
curions and gratifying sight.

There lay the huge elephant on the
deck. cowering and trembling, uttering
moans of painand fright. while a little
beyond was the quaking rhinoceros
snugly ensconeed in his cage, whither
he had retreated, utterly cowed, the in-
stant the steam was opened on him.

The attendants sprang guickly for-
ward, and closed and bolted the door of
his eage, thus securing themselves from
further molestation from him. The
horses. ponies and smaller animals that
had been killed in the battle were cast
overboard, the deck was washed and
quict once more restored, after one of
the hardest battles ever witnessed.—
Youth's Companion.

AMERICAN CONCEIT.

Muarat Halstead (Hlastrates it by Hepeating
n Goml Story.

Once 1 heard an American in a smok-
ing-room in an English hotel engaged
¢ in conversation with a British officer on
the subject of the war in this country.
The American was a Kentuckian, who,
desiring to impress his interlocutor with
the amenities of our civilization and the
refigements of home influences, had just
told an anccdote of a neighbor and com-
panion who galloped into the county
town ‘while conrt was in session, his
belt stuek full of revolvers and a double-
| barreled shot-gun across the pommel of

his saddle. and spurred his horse up and
i down the street, defying every thing
| and ready to murder any and evory body
in & moment, and sure to get the drop
on on¢ who criticized his performance.
The response of the officer to the touch-
ing narrative was that the story wias
*something extraordinary.”™ e listen-
ed intently. and ventured, when the
hero of the tale rode off in triumph,
brandishing his shot-gun and daring the
world in arms to fight, to change the
subject by observing: *1 suppose that
the battles of the Franco-German war
| were far more bloody than any of those
| in the war in your country?”

l The expression of the young Ken-
I

tuckian was that of indignant amaze-
' moent. *“No, sir.” sald he in thrilling
t tones, “the battles that were fought in
’ my country were the bloodiest that

were oyver fought anywhere on earth.
Now, take the battle of Shiloh; it raged
without a moment’'s intermission for
seven days and nights. When it began
it was in the midst of a dense wilder-
ness on the Tennessee, and when it
was ended there was not a tree standing
within nine miles of the river, and
twenty thousand men were killed on
each side and were dead in the fallen
timber.'’

The British officer remarked: “Itis
| astonishing. I think you possibly mean
that there were twenty thousand men
on each side killed, wounded and miss-
ing; say forty thousand on both sides
kors de combat. That would be sufficient,
I should say, for a great battle,” and he
called for another brandy and soda.

“No, sir,” said the vitizen from old
Kentucky; “there were twenty thousand

|
|

“Be you ready, Kit?"

There was not a tremor in the littlo | Where they fell.
s ‘ like that in the French and Dutch fight-

hoay.
The decatien sk, prond of hismarks-

dead on each side, and they were buried
There was nothing

ing,” and, of course, there was not.—

manship, levelcd the muzzles ef his '_,E!"'.'!‘ Ugplstead, in North American Re-

weapons st the child.

The cves of the shooter elosed and

opened in macdlin fashion. Un a sod

dn two streams of idre pucred from the
L rrols of the piitols. Tho s

. L]

-

- —Meddybemps, Me., boasisof a six-
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AN ECCENTRIC MAYOR.
His Unigue Way of Desling Out Justioe
to Ofenders.

There are a dozen eccentric characters
about the old capital worthy of mention,

| says a Milledgeville correspondent of

the Atlanta Constitution, but a short al-
lusion to one who has passed across the
river of death will suffice for the pres-
ent. The gentleman referred to was at
one time mayor of Milledgeville, and &
more upright man never lived. His
chief characteristio, the one that im-
pressed itself most forelbly upon those

with whom he dealt, was his most total

disregard for law or precedent and his
firm adherence to right and  justice
from his own views. Hea believed mur-
der and theft were a crime and should'
be punished. He believed that drunk-
enness and disorderly conduct were a
crime worthy of equal punishment. His
motto, incorporated in his address to
the council, was that “ninety-nine inno-
cent men should be punished before one
gullty one should escape,” and the rigid-
ity of his reign impressed those brough$
before him with the fact thathe was
honest in his couvictions. In dressand
style he resembled the picture of **Uncle
Sam" ag it appears in Puck and Judge,
and the sarcasm with which his fines
were lmposed scorched worse than the
summer's sun during sixty days on the
chain gang. The outside limit was
given to almost every case, and in mak-
ing his fine he usually said to the cul-
prit:

“Well, I see you have taken the law
{n your own hands, but there are some
fow amendments that you have over-
looked that I want to read. Please let
me have your attention for just a min-
ute. But, before going further, let me
tell you not to think that the moder-
ation ¢f this punishment is due to your
chicanery; it is because of my benavo-
lent heart.”

This speech was followed by a fine
that usually paralyzed the mercy-ex-
peoting prisoner. When there was a
slight varfation in the testimony; or
when there was any question as to the
guilt of a party, witnesses and all were
fined, on the ground that the “guilty
should not go unpunished.” In acase
of fighting, all parties were punished
and the belligerents with equal severity,
no matter who was at fauls, “for it took
two to make a guarrel.”

In those days—twenty years
Milledgeville was regarded as one of the
most disorderly towns in the country.
Drunkenness and fighting were common
occurrences, and the laxity in enforcing
the laws gave a stimulus to the state of
affairs that was not retarded until such
a reign was given the city. Itis hardly
necessary to state that the severe ruling
of Milledgeville’s eccentric chief execu-
tive for four years had the desired
effect, and when he went ‘‘to join the
caravan which moves to the mysterious
realm,” he left a city of law and order
for his monument.

A SENSIBLE GIRL.

Sorry to Accept Flowers from Her Lover
Because Thoy Cost So Much.

“Oh! T wish ho wouldn't!” said & dear
girl to a New York Evening Sun re-
porter, as she opened the box and for
one long moment of pure delight drank
in the exquisite beauty and perfume of
the great cluster of velvaty “jacks.”
“They're lovely, and 8o is he, but I do
wish he wouldn't!” she repoated as she
lifted out the great bunch and thrust
them with the most elaborate and
artistic carelessness into a great oul-
glass rose bowl.

“Why shouldn’t he if he wants to?"
asked her listener.

She flushed a little, but answered
bravely: ‘“Because he ocan’t afford it
You see,” she went on heavily, *'1 know
the dear fellow cares for me—know it
just as well asif he had told meso.and I—
well, I wouldn't feel distressed over this
if — You see, young men are so foolish
about these things. A flower seems to
them the very apotheosis of a gift to a
girl, and so 1t would be if we lived in
Arcady and roses were to be had for the
plucking. But we don't; we live in New
York, where every bud ocosts a big,
round dollar, and the poetry of flower-
glving resolves itself into the decided
prose of earning the dollar to pay for
them. I don't know Tom's salary, of
course, but I know it isn't $10,000 a
year, and herc's $25 worth of jacks, I
am sure. If young men only knew is,
sometimes a girl. if she has any senss
at all and any proper appreciation of
how money is earned in this world, is
really more distressed than gratified
when he thinks he is making her hap-
piest. Wouldn't she be a selfish girl if
ghe could be perfectly happy or even
coolly complacent over a gift that will
last her a few hours, but that she knows
will cost the poor fellow who sent it
half his week's salary to pay for.”

A Sample of London Usury.

A case of money lending at 720 pes
cent. came ocut in the Lord Mayor's
Court in London a short time since,
The defendant in the case, nameoed Dry-
ant, said he was a cashier at a salary of
£2 per weeck. He had been a clerk
in the London and Westminster Bank,
but in consequence of difficulties
with money-lenders he had been dis-
charged. Iis fellow-clerks then al’
geribed and put his wife and two daug
ters into business. On this pargicular
debt he borrowed £12 and gavea bill for
£15. He had paid interest at the rate
of 120 per cent. for six years, or 720 por
cent. on the original Joan, and was now
summoned for the amount of the loan.
The judge made an order for 8 shillings
per month.

Imitating the Teacher.

When a certain resident of the West
Side went home to dinner one day last
week, says the Buffalo Courier, he found
big youngest daughter, a little tot not
yot four years old, parading up and
down before a row of other little girls,
Under one arm was a ruler and in one
hand she carried an open book, while
her jaws were moving up and down with
the regularity of a steam hammer.
“What are youdoing?" asked her father.

“Playing school.”

*“And what have you in your mouth?"”

| “Gum."”

“Where did you get it7"

“Took it from my scholars the same
as the teacherdoes.”

He Sat on the Fire.

A householder discovered that s spark
from a meighboring conflagratfén had
fallen upon his own slightly slanting
roof and had set fire to the shingles. All
the buckets and tubs had gone to the

fire and there was no one to send
atter them, even had there hoen time
for such a mcasure; but the man was
equal to the emergency. He rushed to
# pornd near by and deliberately sat
down In the water. To run upstairs and
out upon the roof was the work of & wo-
ment, and then hoe “sat on” the fire in
more senses than one and saved the
house.

Where Willisam Penn Ts Buried.
Feow people, perhaps, are aware that
Williamm Penn is buried in England,
writes Eugene Field in the Chloago

News. [His last resting-place is at a
small village. Jordan's, within a few

miles of London. Several years ago a
wealthy American expended £300 in se-

curing and setting up guide-posts point-
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Quaker sleeps his last sleep.. I have
tried to learn the name of that Ameri-
a_utbutntul;hnmhd.. 1 suspect
that Mr. George W. Childs, of Philadel-

' | boy who spolled over four hun- |
s on examination day without | _




